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The mother's eyes began to smart and her mouth went
dry. He took her hand and stroked it.
"I must. Try to understand, mother."
."I didn't say anything," she replied, slowly lifting her
head. But when her eyes met the stubborn glint in his, she
quailed.
He sighed and let go of her hand.
"It should make you glad instead of miserable," he said
reproachfully. "When will we ever have mothers who
send their sons to death with a smile?"
"Humph!" muttered the khokhol: " 'Came the lord
mayor with his nose in the air	*"
"I didn't say anything, did I?" repeated the mother. "I
won't stand in your way. But it's hard for me—I can't help
being a mother...."
He moved away from her, and his next words stung
her cruelly.
"There is a sort of love which keeps a man from doing
what he wants to do," he said.
"Don't, Pasha," she said with a shudder, fearing he
might say something else to wound her. "I understand—
you can't do anything else—for the sake of your com-
rades. ..."
"Not for their sakes, but for my own," he correct-
ed.
Andrei appeared in the doorway, which was too low for
him, so that he stood with his knees bent strangely, one
shoulder against the jamb, his head and other shoulder
thrust forward.
"It wouldn't be a bad idea to drop this, your lordship,"
he said sullenly, fixing his prominent eyes on Pavel's face.
He looked like a lizard in the crevice of a rock.
The mother was on the verge of tears.
"Dear me, I almost forgot—" she muttered, hurrying
out into the entrance so that her son should not see her
crying. Once outside, she huddled in the corner and gave
way to silent sobs, as enervating as if her heart's blood
flowed with her tears.

